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'of the World might also have a voice in this assembly, my aunt
related to me love-adventures out of fairy tales. All was accepted,
all took root. There were hours in which I vividly conversed with
the Invisible Power. I can still repeat some verses, which I then
dictated, and my mother wrote down.
Often I would tell my father back again what I had learned
from him. Earely did I take any physic without asking where the
simples it was made of grew, what look they had, what names they
bore. Nor had the stories of my aunt lighted on stony ground. I
figured myself out in pretty clothes; and met the most delightful
princes, who could find no peace or rest, till they discovered who
the unknown beauty was. One adventure of this kind, with a
charming little angel, dressed in white, with golden wings, who
warmly courted me, I dwelt upon so long, that my imagination
painted out his form almost to visibility.
After a year, I was pretty well restored to health; but nothing
of the giddiness of childhood remained with me. I could not play
with dolls; I longed for beings able to return my love. Dogs,
cats and birds, of which my father kept a great variety, afforded
me delight: but what would I have given for such a creature as
my aunt once told me of! It was a lamb, which a peasant girl
took up and nourished in a wood; but in the guise of this pretty
beast an enchanted prince was hid; who at length appeared in
his native shape, a lovely youth, and rewarded his benefactress
by his hand. Such a lamb I would have given the world for.
But there was none to be had; and as everything about me
went on in such a quite natural manner, I by degrees all but
abandoned nearly all hopes of such a treasure. Meanwhile I com-
forted myself by reading books, in which the strangest incidents
were set forth. Among them all, my favourite was the Christian
German Hercules: that devout-love-history was altogether in my
way. Whenever anything befell his dear Valiska, and cruel things
befell her, he always prayed before hastening to her aid, and the
prayers stood there verbatim. My longing after the Invisible, which
I had always dimly felt, was strengthened by such means : for, in
short, it was ordained that God should also be my confidant.
As I grew older, I continued reading, Heaven knows what, in
chaotic order. The Roman Octavia was the book I liked beyond
all others. The persecutions of the first Christians, decorated with
the charms of a romance, awoke the deepest interest in me.
But my mother now began to murnnir at my constant read*

